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Lamented Death of the Reverend Father in Go:l, 


Edward Stillingflect, 


Late LokxoD Bisnoe of WO RCESTER, 


Who Departed this Life on Mnday, the 27th of March, 1699. In the Seventy Year of his Age. 
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Thritten by a Divine, wh ts a Sorronful- Mourner fer the Loſs of this Reverend Deceaſed BISH 0P. 


H! Mournful Muſe; let me with grief rehearſe 
I The Churche's Sorrow in Tome doleful Verſe, - 
Eh For loſs of this Grear Biſhop, who is fled, 

Alas !:alas! Great WORCESTER! he is Dead: 
That Chriſtian Pilar, and our Churches Prop, 
Who kept our Faith, as well as Goſpel up. 
Who was its Champion in thoſe .dangerous Times; 
When Chriftian Zeal was held the worſt of Crimes 
With pious:Labour he maintain'd his Ground, 
*Gainſt Popiſh Notions, which did much abound, : 
And by God's Blefling did their Crafts confound : 
HelPs Malice, and the World 
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His Vertues id | 
When Great Men quarrelÞ'd, then his Soul was griev'd 
'The Poor that wanted, were by him reliev'd, | 
The Fatherleſs and Widdow, much will weep, 
To Hear their BenefaCtor is a fleep, 
So juſt, fo good, ſo bountiful to all, 
Who can refrain from letting Tears to fall, c 
When they do. hear of Werceſter's Funeral, 
Many poor Orphans were advanc'd by thee, 
To Trades and Calling, of no mean degree. 
Who will to future times, found forth thy Worth, 
By telling how ciy bountious Hand dealt forth, 
To poor diſtreſſed Creatures in their Wants 
And gave 'em Bread before they, made Complaints. 
By mighty Learning he did ſoar on high 
And was inveſted with great Dignity, 
Bur yet hedid not, ſtrive for that great place, 
His Merit (not his Miter) did him grace, 
Heaven and his Majeſtie in this his Choice 
Made our glad Walls of Syon to rejoyce. 
He had both Glory, Honour, and Reſpett, 
All what was good, all what we moſt affett : 
* A Comfortable Life and length of Years, 
Above the heigrh of hope, or depth of Fears _ . 
Then ceaſe your Grief, you mourning Souls, for why, 
He's gone to dwell in everlaſting Joy 
With Blefſed Saints to all Eternity, 
Where Thouſands, Thouſands do Triumphant Sing, 
Sweet Haltelujahs to our Heavenly King, 
No more repine, no more, let Tears expreſs, 
Your 'greif, as if you grudg?d his happineſs 
We have his Works, altho' his Soul is fied, 
His vertaes Live, none but his Sins are Dzad : 
He's gain'd the point, and to the Harbour s gone, 
Welcom®d by Angells, and hy Sainrs each one, 
O': Happy, happy, B1S HOP, thou endut'd, 
The Crofi and now a Crown to thees ſecur'd 
Thy toyl's tepav'd, riy care's rewarde! well, 
In endlets bliſs thou wilt for ever dwell. 
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Ve h, as 
For which thou dideſt 


th 1 
th High and Low were taughr « a5 Ft) to fear. 
Go grear furyeyor, goand nearer view, 
' That which thy antir'd Pen, at diſtance drew 
Approach thou near the Glory all Divine, 
Till the Inllmin'd Moſes thou out- ſhine, ' 
But whilſt thy mounting Soul, do!ſt Heaven aſpire, ' 
Thou com'ſt no ſtranger ro*'th? Angelick Quire : 
So high did'ſt thy Seraphick Vertue ſoar, 
That Hallelujahs were thy Theam beforc, 
And in thy glorious Eden, happy Saint, 
Thou doſt but maſt the frait which thou dideſt piant, 
If Angels join in Harmony of Love, > 
Well pleayd when a new Saint aſcends 2bove, 
At thy reception to their Arms to dcar ; 
Sure thou muſt meet no common Welcome there, 
When Crowding round, thou ihalt ſerenely fee 
Whole Thouſands all before ther, ſear by thee 
Inhabitants of Bliſs, who greathiil ſtand, 
Owning their Jacobs Ladder from thy Hand, 
Where thou, great Biſhop, for Reward, ſhalt gain 
Thoſe higheſt Joys which the bleſt Sainrs attain, e 
Reſt there in Bliſs, while we in Tears remain. 


Le SE 
The Epitaph. - 

Ere  STILLINGELEET, that Learned Biſhop Tres, 
Maſt Picus all big Life, and jo he Dies, 

A Loyal Preacher, faithfull to his King, 

For which his fame in Court will always Ring, 

Zeal, Vertue, Juſtice, Truth, and Honeſty, 

Within this Tomb, together here doth lye, 

Who is not Deal, th? Earth his Body kzep : 

Sinners, indeed, do Dye, but Saints do S'zep. 
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LONDON, Printed and Sold by F. Bradford 11 Little 
B, it&in, right againſt the Pump. 1699. 
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Price Two Pence. 
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